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the news you ask for, since it was I who brought him from
Seyms in my own fine ship to join the Achaean army. And there
in front of the city of Troy, when we used to discuss our plans,
he was always the first to speak and no words of his ever missed
their mark. King Nestor and I were his only betters in debate.
Nor, when we Achaeans gave battle on the Trojan plain, was he
ever content to linger in the ranks or with the crowd. That im-
petuous spirit of his gave place to none, and he would sally out
beyond the foremost. Many was the man he brought down in
mortal combat. I could not tell you of all the people he killed in
battle for the Argives, nor give you their names; but well I re-
member how the lord Eurypylus son of Telephus fell to his
sword, and how many of his Hittite men-at-arms were slaugh-
tered at his side, all on account of a bribe that a woman had taken.
He was the handsomest man I ever saw, next to the godlike
Memnon. Then again, when we Argive captains took our places
in the wooden horse Epeius made, and it rested solely with me
to throw our ambush open or to keep it shut, all the other
Danaan chieftains and officers were wiping the tears from their
eyes and every man's legs were trembling beneath him, but not
once did I see your son's fine colour change to pallor nor catch
him brushing a tear from his cheek. On the contrary he begged
me time and again to let him sally from the Horse and kept fum-
bling eagerly at his sword-hilt and his heavy spear in his keen-
ness to fall on the Trojans. And when we had brought Priam's
city tumbling down in ruins, he took his share of the booty and
his special prize, and embarked safe and sound on his ship with-
out a single wound either from a flying dart or from a sword at
close quarters. The War-god in his fury is no respecter of
persons, but the mischances of battle had touched your son not
at all."
* When I had done, the soul of Achilles, whose feet had been so
fleet on earth, passed with great strides down the meadow of
asphodel, rejoicing in the news I had given him of his son's
renown.
"The mourning ghosts of all the other dead and departed

